Aine 


Pe. 
| to 


fy. 
rt, 


rs, 


ss. NN | aes 










P Literarp HMiseellany, 


2 Pi ia ss 
‘a or reath of wen he 
with each ‘frases 


DEVOTED TO THE INSTRUCTION AND AMUSEMENT OF YOUTH. 


SLIF IIL ILIA ILI LD ILA LALLA LADLE LAL ALD ADA DAL LL EL LOL LS AL ge 


No. 52.] SATURDAY, OCTOBER, 9, 1813. [ Von. I. 


ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee 









~ 


LOUISA HARCOURT. 
( Concluded from page 202.) 

MR. SIMPSON, in whose house 
Louisa was now received, was a gentle- 
man whose estate was not very large, 
but who, by cultivating it himself, as he 
had a thorough acquaintance with, and 
had gained much experience in, the na- 
ture of farming, having successfully 
adopted many new improvements in 
agriculture, made it produce him avery 
ample income. He was a very intelli- 
gent and truly worthy man; industri- 
ous and frugal, but at the same time com- 
passionate and generous. He receiv- 
ed the distressed wanderer, when he had 
heard her story from his son, in the most 
humane and benevolent manner, and of- 
fered her every accommodation his 
house could afford, till she could be 
placed in some eligible situation. 

This offer Louisa gratefully accepted 
not merely because her distresses were 
relieved by it, for her heart was too no- 
ble meanly to accept the gift of every 
ostentatious giver; but there was some- 
thing so good, so friendly, so benign, in 
the manner in which the elder Mr. 
Simpson made this proposal to her, that 
it was not in her power to refuse. * 

There was also another reason of a 
more secret nature. Her heart overflow- 
ed with gratitude to the generous 
youth who had found her on the road, 
and who, by a thousand little assiduities, 
shewed how much he admired and es- 
teemed her person, her accomplish- 
ments, and her manners. He was him- 
self a very handsome young man, and 
inherited the integrity, generosity, and 








all the other virtues of his excellent fa- 
ther; and Louisa felt for him a predilec- 
tion which she had never felt for any of 
her gay admirers in the days of her 
prosperity, because he had shewed so 
much attention to her when abandoned 
by all her former friends to poverty and 
distress. 

Not many weeks elapsed before the 
admiration and esteem which George 
Simpson had conceived for the charm- 
ing Louisa ripened into the most ardent 
love, which he could no longer either 
repress or conceal. Having found an 
opportunity, he made a full avowal of 
his passion ; but the answer he receiv- 
ed was; “ Alas! how can I think of 
making so ill a return to the goodness 
and generosity of your father as to per- 
mit his.son to bestow his hand on a 
hapless girl, destitute alike of fortune 
and of friends? No; believe me, my 
gratitude to the most generous of bene- 
factors, and your duty to the best of fa- 
thers, must eternally forbid our union.” 

This reply threw the youth into a 
profound melancholy, w hich by degrees 
preyed upon his health. The father 
soon perceived the alteration which had 
taken place in his son, and divined the 
cause. He questioned him, and he 
confessed. Old Mr. Simpson, howev- 
er, far from immediately turning Louisa 
out of doors, or bitterly upbraiding his 
son for his folly, as the ‘world would na- 
turally expect him to have done, thus 
addressed him : 

“ You know, George, that I always 
encouraged you to communicate to me 
all your thoughts and wishes, with a full 
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confidence that I am your best friend ;| 
you know too that I have never imagin-| 
ed it necessary to increase wealth be-| 
yond that of competence which alone 
can bestow happiness, and which I 
think, we have acquired; vou know 
kewi ise that I think highly of the cha-. 
racter and disposition of Louisa. Why 
then all this reserve and mistrust? As 
your friend and hers, I would wishyou 
to examine your heart carefully, and 
be sure that you entertain for her that 
ardent and lasting affection you suppose 
yourself to feel. I will be the last per- 
son to obstruct your happiness.” 
Restored to new life by these cheer- 
ing words, George hastened, on the 
wings of rapture, to communicate the 
delightful intelligence to his dear Loui- 
sa, whose transports at the news, though 
the delicacy of her sex would not suf- 
fer her to express them so forcibly, 
were not less real than his own. Their 
marriage followed soon after, and Lou- 
isa enjoyed in the peaceful shades of 
retire ment a happiness of which she had 
scarcely entertained an idea in the gay 
scenes of affluence and profusion. 
Some years after, the churlish miser 
who had succeeded to Mr. Harcourt’s 
estate, died childless, his two sons dy- 
Asad time before him: And, 
being no nearer claimant, Mr. 
George Simpson succeeded to it, in 
vight of his wife. ‘This circumstance, 
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THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


ing their gin at the bar—rogues were 
labouring to ornament their necks with 
halters—and pot-houses vomited forth 
their dead-drunk ! 
It was an awful hour !—The yy. 
gent solicitations of my landlady, fo; 
the reductionof my enormous score, , and 
her threat of turning me out of doors, 

in case of my non-compliance, added to 
the information that I had received a 
the grocer’s shop that I was to have 
nothing more upon Z7cé, filled my mind 
with gloomy apprehensions. —F'antas- 
tic forms of unpaid creditors rushed 
before me, and tortured my ears with 
loudcries of * pay me !”—Horrid phan- 
toms (in the shape of constables) assail- 
ed me, and, in menacing attitudes, pre- 
pared to grasp my trembling arm.— 
Methought a jail opened its cravin 

jaws to swallow me; Light fled from 
the wick of my exhausted candle, and 
I sunk upon the floor.—My senses were 
benumbed with horror. 
I am ignorant of the length of 
time that I remained in this dreadful 
situation: I was awakened from it by 
reiterated cries of “ murDER !” I made 
an effort to raise my feeble frame, but 
my tottering legs refused to assist me. 
The cry was repeated, and I distinguish- 

ed it to be the cry of a female. The 
thoughts of succouring a female in dis- 
tress, added strength to my efforts; 
and, with some difficulty, I rose from 

















however, is only mentioned to complete 
the history ; for it could not increase, 
nor, happily, (it is necessary to remark) | 
did it diminish their felicity. | 
> + oe 

yHeE COBLEK—A Fragment. | 

My wooden clock struck two! | 

‘ne watchmen were nodding o’er 
their dim tapers.—Grimalkin on the | 
tiles, was squalling in pathetic concert 
with his favourite, whilst the pale illu- | 
minator of the night was behind an ac- | 
commodating cloud. The votaries of 
dissips ition were finishing their consti- 
tutions at the tavern. ‘The Bon ton 
were finishing their fortunes at the gam- 
ing table, and the Aqué ton were finish- 








the floor, and reached the portal of my 


garret, from which I descended to the - 


chamber whence the dismal cry issued; 
I tremblingly opened the door. 

I shall not insult my readers by at- 
‘tempting to describe my feelings when 
I ,discovered—a drunken cobler treat- 


ing his amiable rib with the discipline 





of his strap! ‘ 
Like a knight errant of yore, I 





prepared to succour the distressed dam- 
sel from the rude assaults of her merci- 
less tyrant; but judge of my surprise, 
when I was assaulted by her in the fol- 
lowing elegant language, “ Master 
| Scribble,” sheexclaimed, “I vonders at 
your impudence ; it’s very ard if pco- 
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je may’nt do as they likes in their own 
‘oom, vithout hoder people’s poking 
their noses in! If my ould man chuses 
‘o lather me, nobody han’t nothing to 
do with it; so brush up to your cock- 
loft, and mind your own business.” 

The concluding part of Mrs. Jobson’s 
sublime oration, impressed itself on my 
mind, and I brushed (to adopt her ele- 
gant language) into my garret, crept 
into bed, and forgot my cares in the 
arms of the snoring deity. 
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THE STORM. 


* Good heaven, have mercy up- 
on me !” exclaimed Amelia, as she was 
carried from the cabin to the deck 
“Will my troubles never have an end, 
yet why should I murmur since it is the 
will of heaven, I should be miserable 
—But oh! my poor mother.—” Here 
she was stopped by a heavy sea, which 
washed over the deck, and took off one 
of the men that supported her. Amelia 
had the presence of mind to cling to 
something which prevented her from 
sharing the same fate. 

It was expected that the vessel would 
not hold out long; they had got the} 
boat along side, and urged Amelia to| 
make haste into it— But where is my | 








mother,” said she, “I cannot leave her to | 
perish alone.” ‘hey told her that her | 
mother was sick, and could not bear 
the fatigue of being removed. “ Pil 
stay, then, to comfort her—and die 
with her, if it must be so, God’s will 
be done. Farewell, my friends” con- 
tinued she, as the boat was pushing off, | 
“May God be merciful to you, and| 
send you to some place of safety.” 
Here the boat was swallowed up in a 
wave, and she never saw it more. 
Amelia hastened to comfort her sick | 
mother—The storm abated—There | 
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A man of letters, who disdained to use the 
simple milk and water language, which is be- 
coming so fashionable at present, asked for a 
pinch of snuff, in the following pompous, and 
very learned manner: ‘* Permit me, Sir, to in- 
troduce the summits of my digits into your 
spacious receptacle of odoriferous atoms, that I 
may satiate the cravings of my olfactory nerves.” 
—— + oe 


On the evening before a battle, an officer 
came to the Marshal de Toiras, to ask permis- 
sion to go and see his father, who he said was 
at the point of death, in order that he might 
pay his last dutytohim. ‘* Go,” replied the 
General, wno readily guessed the cause, “hon- 
our thy father and thy mother, that thy days may 
be long in the land.”” 
——o ¢ 

In an English opera, a young hero is in- 
troduced, whose mistress has just been forcibly 
carried away. He entered in an agony of per- 
turbation singing, 

‘© My loveis torn from me, which way did 
they take her ?” 

A voice instantly replied from the pit, in the 
exact tune. 

“‘ Towards Long-Acre, 
Towards Long-Acre.” 

The audience were struck with surprise. 
The player wa¢ for a moment disconcerted ; 
but, fortunately, collecting presence of mind, 
instead of endeavouring to finish his song, he 
replied, 

«© Oh ho! did they so? 
Then I'll soon overtake her, 
I'll soon overtake her ;”’ 
and ran off, amidst the loudest plaudits of the 
whole house. 
—— ¢ a - 
An illiterate country gentleman, trading at a 


|| merchant’s shop, bought a number of articles 


of the same kind, but of various qualities, the 
gentleman requested a bill of the goods, which 
was readily complied with—and on examining 
it, was much surprised to find several repeti- 
tions of the word ditto, and immediately began 
to rail at the merchant for his mistake, the 
merchant assured him that he had made no 
error, and desired him to call again when in 
town, at which time, if he could not find out the 
meaning of ditto he would explain it to him. 
But a short time had expired, when he again 
called at the store ‘* Well friend, (said the 
merchant,) are you now satisfied that I was in 
no error?” Yes, (replied the gentleman,) I am 
convinced that I am a fool, and that you are 
ditto. 





EE © ice 
When the French first settled on che banks 





were two men, who had preferred stay- | 
ing behind with her—They shortly af- | 


of St. Lawrence, they were stinted by the 
intendaat, Monsieur Picard, to a can of spruce 


tersawa ship not far off that had suffer- || beer a day. The people thought this measure 


ed but little during the storm—They 
made signals of distress, and were pro- 
vidently relieved. 


very scant, and every moment articulated, 
** Can-a-dav” It would be ungenerous in any 


reader to desire a more rational derivation of 


the word Canada. 
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THE STUDENT'S SOLILOQUY. 

To learn, or not to learn ;—that is the question, 

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 

The frowns and stripes of an imperious mas- 
ter ; 

Or take up heels against this sea of troubles, 

And, by eloping, end them ?—To run—to fly— 

To play ; and, by a flight, to say we end 

The heart ache, and a thousand natural shocks 

Our flesh is heir to—’tis a consummation 

Sincerely to be wished !—To run—to fly— 

sheen to be a dunce !—Aye, there’s the 
rub! 

For through this flight, what dread effects may 
come, 

When we have shuffled off this learned coil, 

Should give us pause :—to fly—to play—to be a 
dunce— 

Our parent’s grief—our country’s pest—yea 
more, 

Foes to ourselves, and rebels to our God ! 

To guilt, to shame, to death, to endless pain, 

Obnoxious—There’s the respect 

That makes us fix our firm resolve to pray, 

To toil—to learn: who else in youth would 
bear 

The will controul’d, all fond indulgence lost, 

The school-boy’s noise, the usher’s contumely, 

The pangs of despised tasks, the master’s law, 

The insolence of victors, and the spurns 

That a poor boy of all his teachers takes, 

When he, himself, might his quietus make 

With a bare fugit ?—who would fardles bear 

To groan and sweat under a weary life 

Of hardships, labour, and the painful tasks 

Impos’d from Latin, Gallic, Hebrew, Greek ; 

Besides the figures, fractions, knotty roots, 

Points, lines, and angles; circles, torturing 

Sines, Tangents, Secants, minus a, plus 4, 

Problems perplexing ; and extra work 

Of puzzling short hand and anemonic toil ;— 

Who, this, and more, would bear, but that the 
dread 

Of something after youth, and age, and death, 

(“That undiscover’d country,” from whose 
bourne, 

No traveller returns,) puzztes the will, 


And makes us rather chuse those ills we have |} 


Than fly to others that we know not of.— 
Thus conscience, reason, interest, all persuade, 
And thus the sickly wav’ring resolution 

Is cur’d and strengthened, by maturer thought ; 
Thus enterprises of great pith and moment 
With this regard, their currents urge along, 
And ripen into action. 


——- + 


THE UYPO: 
Our father Adam scratch’d his pate, 
As he, one evening, sat up late, 
And gwunted, “ live without a mate !—” 
He had a fovlish bypo. 
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Saul was oppress’d with gloomy ill, 
Which yielded not to wine nor pill, 
And so he called for music’s skill, 
To charm away his hypo, 
Good Solomon, a wight of wit, 
To rail at life, was wont to sit. 
Lost in melancholy fit :— 
He had the royal hypo. 
Oh! that the ‘‘horrors,” “‘glooms,” or “blues,” 
Or whatsoever names you choose, 
Would never baunt away the muse ; 
Or give but kings the hypo. 
Life has no bliss without alloy ; 
| The prince of pain would fain destroy 
The whole community of joy, 
And give us all the hypo. 
Oh Hyp! thou art each trouble’s nurse, 
Thou cherishest each bastard curse, 
Thou livest in an empty purse, 
Thou Devil’s imp! Oh! Hypo! 
—+ 
SPRING AND AUTUMN. 
When Spring displays her various sweets, 
And op’ning blossoms cheer the eyes, 
And fancy every beauty meets, 
Whence does the pleasing transport rise ? 
Soon will their transient date expire, 
They fly and mock the fond pursuit ; 
New pleasures then the thought inspire, 
And bounteous Autumn yields her fruit. 
When smiling beauties charm’d the sight, 
Whose tragrance biest the vernal hours ; 
Nectarious fruits the taste invite, 
And compensate for faded flowers, 
Thus when the spring of Youth decays, 
Theugh deck’d with blossoms sweet and fair, 
Autumn a noble scene displays, 
If fruits of virtue flourish there. 
For this the vernal buds arise ; 
But, if no useful virtues grow, 
Their worthless beauty quickly flies, 
As blossoms only serv’d for show. 
The World. 
The world’s a book, writ by the eternal art, 
Of the great Author ; printed in man’s heart; 
’Tis falsely printed, tho’ divinely penn’d, 
And all the errata will appear at the end. 
—_—= + ea 
Jack his own merit sees. This gives him pride 
That he sees more than all the world beside. 
-——2 + oe 
NOTICE. 
Ludovico is requested to send us the conclu- 
sion of the “ Virginia forester,’”’—We cannot 
insert any piece until we have the whole in our 
possession,—We have received a number of 
communications, of which due notice will be 
given in number 53. 


PuitapeLpHi1a—Published weekly, Price 
twelve and an half cents per month, payable 
quarterly in advance, by Thomas G. ConpiE, 
jun. No. 22, Carter’s Alley, opposite Mr. Gi- 
rard’s Bank—Where a Letrer Box is placed 
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